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"EYES   WITHIN" 

I 

See  where  upon  a  world-old  mountain-face 
Some  mighty  glacier  has  left  its  trace, 
A  few  faint  scratches,  all  that  marks  to-day 
Time's  agonies  along  his  primal  way, — 
The  crash  of  a  gigantic  continent, 
Rock-beds  uplifted,  peaks  and  ranges  rent  ;- 
How  a  few  lines  on  Nature's  earliest  page, 

Eternal  heritage 

Of  age  succeeding  age, 
Sustain  the  imperishable  memory 
Of  a  Past  that  cannot  die. 
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"BYES    WITHIN" 


Shall  not  our  "eyes  within,"  divine  in  sense, 
Still  realise  this  great  Omnipotence 
In  soul-upheavals,  through  the  ages  long, 
That  stirred  man's  heart  to  prophecy  and  song. 
And  left  a  living  streak  of  Light  to  play 
Along  the  footprints  of  the  Spirit's  way  ? — 
Shall  not  the  same  "  afflatus  "  from  on  high. 
That  ever  breathed  its  breath 
Upon  old  worlds  of  death, 
Be  quickening  now  the  one  Eternity  ? 
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CHARACTER 

I 

Here  creeps  a  flower  on  the  hard  highway 
Shedding  its  rainbow  tint 
Over  each  shard  and  flint, 

Deep-rooted  weed,  imprisoned  in  the  clay. 

There  climbs  another  over  wall  and  tree 
Hanging  its  purple  wreath 
To  catch  each  summer  breath 

That  woos  within  that  gorgeous  canopy. 

II 

Here  in  a  solitary  tangled  brake, 
In  quiet  evening  heard, 
The  note  of  some  shy  bird 

That  cheats  the  heart  of  many  a  frenzied  ache. 


CHARACTER  13 

Hard  by,  along  the  garden's  velvet  green, 

A  flash  of  jewelled  eyes 

And  plumed  vanities, — 
Flaunting  its  pride  upon  that  simple  scene. 

Ill 

Uneven  paths,  a  world  of  hill  and  dale. 
Gentle  and  rugged  form, 
Soft  breeze  and  angry  storm, — 

No  limits  of  enclosure  in  this  pale. — 

The  Hand  that  holds  the  Ocean  in  its  span, 
Whose  dwelling  is  the  Skies, 
Whose  life  the  Eternities, 

Creating  all  "  for  good," — this  fashioned  Man. 

IV 

And  shall  he.  Son  of  Earth,  of  seed  divine. 
Obey  some  narrow  rule, 
Some  code  of  Fashion's  school. 

And  walk  with  measured  step  and  rigid  spine, 


14  CHARACTER 

Here  in  this  free  domain  of  Liberty, 

Bidding  the  Spirit  wait 

Upon  the  body's  gait, 
Despite  all  claims  of  his  humanity  ? 

V 

Then  let  no  fetter'd  caste,  with  iron  laws. 
Browbeat  some  simple  one 
Who,  though  he  stand  alone. 

Unknown,  is  Champion  of  a  righteous  Cause,- 

Great  Character  is  marked  with  varied  die, 
That  metal  is  the  best 
That  stands  the  Refiner's  test. 

The  crucible  of  daily  drudgery. 


SINCERITY 


SINCERITY 

This  common  ground  is  holy, — draw  not  near 
Unless  in  fear 
And  simple  lowliness ; — 
Snatch  at  the  Soul,  and  it  is  gone ! 
And  thou,  poor  guest,  art  left  alone 
Trying  to  clutch  and  claw  a  Spirit's  dress. 

True  jewels  brighten  to  the  distant  eye, 
They  need  no  dye, 
No  outward  polish'd  grace, — 
Yon  ruby's  million  years  of  age 
Have  gathered  in  a  heritage 
Of  Light  that  spendthrift  Time  cannot  efface. 
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SINCERITY  17 

Gods  whisper,  when  they  answer,  deep  and  low, — 
Listen  and  know 
The  oracle  divine, — 
Mere  echoes  of  a  Voice  are  lost, — 
Be  mine,  resist, — if  thou  art  Ghost 
I  will  no  longer  parley, — Thou  be  thine  ! 

Such  Friendship  shall  endure,— cobweb  and  dream 
Are  what  they  seem, 
Ay,  brush  them  all  aside, — 
Cheap  flaunting  love  and  drest  display 
Fade  in  the  searching  light  of  day — 
Why  live  with  minished  elves  that  skulk  and  hide  ? 

Live  true,  find  in  thy  firm  and  faithful  Friend 
Life's  noblest  end ; — 
Nought  but  unclouded  Sun 
Can  mark  the  dial's  changing  hour. 
So  Truth  shall  gauge  the  Spirit's  power 
And  make  complete  the  love  that  is  begun. 
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"IN  TOUCH" 

What  !  wouldst  thou  have  the  heavens  bow  their 
height 
To  earth,  that  man  may  feel  some  closer  thrill, 

Some  newer  heat  and  light  ? — 
Better  each  radiant  star 
Wait  in  its  utmost  far 
And  let  the  Creator's  law  work  out  His  will. 

And  is  this  infinite  eternal  scheme 

So  vast  that  thy  despair  must  be  complete 

And  hope  a  passing  dream  ? 
Far  better  in  our  fear 
To  trust  the  Omniscient  Seer 
Who  chose  this  earthly  path  for  His  Own  feet. 


"IN    TOUCH"  21 

We  judge  by  scanty  ken  and  dazed  eye, 
And  map  out  Spirit-land  with  measured  line 

As  if  some  tract  of  sky ; — 
Seizing  a  mortal  hand 
Just  at  thine  own  command, 
Is  this  the  fullest  joy,  the  tie  divine  ? 

Not  so  the  Spirit  works, — there  is  no  rest. 
No  cloying  dullness  of  a  selfish  love ; — 

If  thou  wouldst  keep  thy  guest. 
Welcome  the  quickening  power 
That  comes  and  goes  each  hour, 
The  touch  unsevered  from  the  Home  above. 

The  Breath  that  purifies  each  human  sense. 
That  bloweth  where  it  lists,  thou  canst  not  trace 

Its  subtle  influence ; 
One  realm,  the  There  and  Here, 
One  bourn,  the  Far  and  Near, 
One  blest  condition,  ever  "face  to  face." 


"IN   TOUCH" 

Then  let  the  Light  of  Ufe  fulfil  its^ends 
That  reaches  out  with  all-pervading  might 

To  comfort  parting  friends ; 
Earth  has  its  perfect  ray, 
Man  his  eternal  day, 
Why  miss  each  other  where  there  is  no  Night  ? 


AN   APRIL  THOUGHT   IN   AN 
"OLD   ORCHARD" 


AN  APRIL  THOUGHT   IN   AN   "OLD 
ORCHARD " 

I 

Old  gnarled  bough,  with  moss  and  lichen-stain 
Time's    rugged    hand    hath    marked    thy    winter 
doom, — 
But  lo  !  within  a  veil  of  April  rain 

Some  light  Form  passes  by 
Between  the  earth  and  sky, 
And  all  the  orchard  snow  is  bridal  bloom. 

II 

Old  Friend,  the  gnarl  of  Care  is  on  thy  brow, 

Time  points  with  trembling  finger  at  the  Hours, — 
See,  where  the  clouds  of  Life  are  breaking  now, 

A  loving  Hand  let  down 

With  new-set  jewell'd  crown 
Transforms  thy  frosted  snow  to  April  flowers. 


THE  BEAUTY,  JOY,  AND  LOVE  OF 
AN  APRIL  DAY 


11 


THE  BEAUTY,  JOY,  AND  LOVE  OF 
AN  APRIL  DAY 

I 

Spirit  of  Beauty,  on  this  April  day, 

Bright  harbinger  along  Love's  bridal  way, 

In  blue  and  gold  and  russet-green. 

Shimmering  light  and  spangled  sheen, — 

Presence  divine, — who  knows  the  Where 

In  Sea  and  Sky,  in  Earth  and  Air  ? 

We  feel — we  sigh — 

As  She  passes  by — 

Some  burst  of  Praise,  some  breath  of  Prayer — 

And  silently 

She  lays  a  crown  of  flowers  at  our  feet, 

And  we  hear  her  benediction  low  and  sweet. 
26 


BEAUTY,   yOY,   LOVE   OF  AN   APRIL   DAY      27 


II 

Spirit  of  Joy, — He  can  no  longer  wait, 
The  Bride  has  come — but  oh  !  the  Bride  is  late — 
Full  song  and  blossom  in  the  bough, 
And  never  a  Sun  that  shone  as  now  : 
His  heart  was  all  in  April  throe, 
"  Seize  but  one  blessing  ere  She  go, 
A  soul  for  a  kiss 
Of  the  life  that  is, 
No  lees  in  the  cup,  no  ebb  in  the  flow 
Of  our  bridal  bliss." 
And  the  flowers  drooped,  each  petal  fell  away, 
Only  a  moment's  dream  on  an  April  day ! 


28      BEAUTY,    JOY,   LOVE   OF  AN  APRIL   DAY 


III 

Love  laid  the  garland  on  a  mortal  breast, 
His  breath  gave  life,  His  every  touch  was  blest, 
No  Dream  that  day,  a  Presence  dear, 
A  human  Voice  that  whispered  clear, 
"  Let  but  the  crown  of  flowers  lie 
About  thy  heart,  they  cannot  die." 
And  He  passed  away 
On  that  April  day  : — 
And  is  all  now  a  Memory 
Of  Yesterday  ? 
Nay,  the  Summer  is  gone  and  the  Autumn  past. 
But  through  Life's  Winter  long  those  blossoms  last. 


THE    MIGRATORY    BIRD 


THE   MIGRATORY  BIRD 

(to  my  wife) 

OvKR  the  sea,  over  the  sea, 
And  at  last 

When  he  finds  the  tree,  the  longed-for  tree, 

The  April  bough  is  swaying  now 
In  the  blast 

Cruelly,  cruelly ; — 

Can  the  frail  life  last 

Any  more,  any  more  ? — Oh  tell  me  how  ! 
He  has  Wings,  Wings, 
And  hark  !  how  he  sings  ! 


THE   MIGRATORY   BIRD  31 

Over  again,  over  again, 

And  again,  dear  Wife  ? 

Toil  and  pain,  toil  and  pain. 

No  claiming  a  rest  who  have  done  their  best 
In  the  strife  ? 

Ah  !  what  shall  he  gain 

Who  has  lost  a  life  ? — 

"  A  soul,  a  soul,"  was  her  answer  blest ; 
She  has  Faith,  Faith, 
She  believes  what  He  saith. 


IT   TAKES   A   DEAD   SELF  TO 
WORK  A   MIRACLE 


IT  TAKES   A   DEAD   SELF  TO 
WORK   A   MIRACLE 

"  Remove  this  mountain  into  yonder  sea," — 

Can  human  might  prevail  ? — 
"  Drain  dry  the  unfathomed  deep  " — ay,  verily 

Thy  right  hand  shall  not  fail : — 
Use  thine  own  strength,  thou  canst  not  stir  a  stone ; 
Feel  thine  own  weakness,  know  thou  art  alone. 
Then  shall  the  deed  be  done. 

Is  it  for  thy  fellowmen  or  thee 

That  the  Ocean  depth  is  dried  ? 
Is  it  for  thy  fellowmen  or  thee 

That  the  miracle  is  tried  ? 
If  Heaven  must  show  thee  all  its  glories  here, 
Rise  on  thine  own  dead  self, — thus  shalt  thou  clear 
Earth's  blinding  atmosphere. 

34 


A    DEAD   SELF   TO    WORK  A    MIRACLE        35 

Self  dead  in  life,  then  shall  the  life  be  sound, 

The  Spirit  free  to  come ; 
Self  lost  in  life,  then  shall  the  life  be  found 

To  fill  the  Spirit-home  ; 
Self  gone,  then  have  two  Spirits  from  above 
Already  met  on  their  joint  work  of  Love, — 
And  lo  !  the  mountains  move  ! 


•I 
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DOUBT 

"  Zr^  %vho  never  doubts  never  believes''^ 

A  CLOUD  in  the  deep  blue  overhead 

Born  of  the  pure  true  Sun, — 
I  watched  it  darken  and  overspread, 

Then  fade, — and  the  gloom  was  gone  ; — 
That  cloud  became  one 
With  the  pure  blue  sky, — 
For  a  moment  I  wondered  why. 

A  doubt  in  a  clear  transparent  soul, 

Creation  of  Faith  and  Love, — 
It  arose  and  overclouded  the  whole 
Of  Truth's  blue  Heaven  above  ; — 
Ah,  what  shall  remove 
This  cloud  from  my  sky  ? 
Then  whispered  a  soft  reply, 

'*  Two  children  of  Light,  both  born  of  their  Sun, 
The  Truth  and  the  Doubt  are  in  essence  one." 


38 


POWER  OF   SOUL 


POWER    OF   SOUL 

Leap  in,  leap  in, — forget  the  lifeless  Past ; — 
One  endless  sea,  its  sources  all  unknown ; 
In  living  waters  thou  shalt  find  at  last 
The  universal  Soul  can  be  thine  own. 
Ebb,  human  heart,  into  the  great  resistless  tide,- 
Spirit  with  spirit  met  shall  evermore  abide. 


Feel  out,  feel  out, — He  filleth  all  the  vast, 
He  only, — thou  art  powerless  alone ; 

Why  should  thy  substance  be  a  shadow  cast 

Along  the  shoals,  a  foam-flecked  bubble  blown 

And  lost  upon  the  Ocean  wide  ? 
40 
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Groping  with  blind  eyes  thou  will  find  no  day, 

Surrender  mind  to  soul, — then  there  is  Light ! 
No  roof,  no  door, — the  veil  is  torn  away, — 
Speak  but  the  word,  and  He  is  in  thy  sight ! 
Unhindered  thou  will  reach  all  depths  below,  above. 
Open  and  free,  such  is  the  soul's  enraptured  love ! 

Thus  doth  God  draw  thee  to  His  full  midday. 
Where  Self  no  longer  paralyses  might, 

And  Faith  assured  is  deaf  to  all  delay 

Of  knowledge,  strong  in  the  unquestioned  right 
That  wit  and  wisdom  cannot  prove. 


-FULL   OF    EYES   WITHIN" 


"FULL  OF   EYES   WITHIN" 

If  thou  wouldst  choose  a  Friend 

For  time  that  hath  no  end, 
Use  not  those  sightless  orbs  that  lie  outside, — 

A  curtain-film  and  nerve 

Were  never  meant  to  serve 
For  "  full  of  eyes  within  " : — not  so  decide. 

There  is  a  strange  quick  sight 

From  each  man's  Spirit-light 
That  flashes  unseen  waves  from  soul  to  soul ; 

Thus  canst  thou  recognise. 

Before  the  sacrifice, 
Whether  the  altar-rites  are  maimed  or  whole. 

44 
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The  outlines  of  a  face  ! 

This  is  not  Beauty's  grace, — 
Sleek  flesh  and  soulless  brow  and  waxen  skin  ! 

Blind,  ignorant  and  rude. 

That  choose  the  gaunt  and  nude, 
Mad  fools,  they  sear  "  the  eyes  that  are  within." 

Chance  cannot  barter  here, 

Truth's  bargain  is  too  dear. 
In  vain  the  wave  of  an  Enchanter's  wand  ! 

The  honest  and  the  true 

Refuse  to  lose  the  due 
That  rests  by  God's  own  birthright  in  their  hand. 

If  thou  hast  eyes  within, 

Unbleared  by  taint  of  sin. 
Waste  not  love-tokens  on  the  Temple  wall, 

Pass  to  the  inner  shrine 

And  there  in  light  divine 
Beauty  reveals  its  true  self  all  in  all. 
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THE   SOWERS 

Ours  but  the  sowing, — again,  again, — 
Daily  more  labour,  daily  more  pain. 
Ours  not  the  harvest-field, 
Ours  not  the  bounteous  yield, 
Give  us  the  sun  and  the  season's  rain 
And  we  will  be  sowing,  again,  again. 

Angels  are  reapers, — theirs  but  to  reap. 

After  the  reaping  an  angel-sleep. 

Theirs  the  full  garner-store, 

Theirs  not  to  wait  for  more, — 

Men  must  be  working  tho'  angels  weep, 

Sowing  the  furrow,  climbing  the  steep. 
48 
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Others  can  gather  what  we  shall  have  sown, 
Nothing  for  workmen  to  reckon  their  own, — 

Scatter  the  seed  again, 

Counting  the  cost  is  vain, 
Ours  to  be  doing,  alone,  alone, — 
Wider  horizons,  worlds  to  be  sown. 

Spirit  of  God,  breathe  creative  again. 
Brood  as  of  old  on  the  life-teeming  main, 

Sun  of  the  sowing-ray, 

Light  of  the  dying  day. 
Bring  from  thy  treasure-house  all  the  new  grain. 
And  we  will  be  sowing,  again,  again. 


OVERHANGING   CLOUDS 


OVERHANGING   CLOUDS 

Who  knew  the  great  Creator's  love 
When  the  first  vapours  gather'd  o'er  the  deep 
And  all  life  waited  in  an  anxious  sleep 

Listening  the  Fiat  from  above  ? 

Who  knew  the  Eternal's  inner  mind 
When  suns  drew  up  impenetrable  cloud 
And  Beauty  lay  enwrapped  in  closest  shroud, 

Her  form  and  image  undefined  ? 

All  then  was  chaos  dark  and  dense, — 

Had  human  thought  been  there  with  finite  brain 

Life  would  have  seemed  an  endless  tangled  skein, 

Dark  riddle  for  man's  common  sense. 
52 
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Glib  tongues  may  prate  of  Final  Cause, 
But  energies  creative  work  in  gloom, 
No  sun-ray  falls  across  the  path  of  doom, 

We  wait  and  trust  diviner  laws. 


Such  is  the  scheme  of  Life  and  Death, — 
Our  narrow  path,  as  we  ascending  move, 
Is  hid  in  clouds,  but  through  the  veil  of  Love 

We  feel  the  spirit's  vital  breath. 

Toil  on, — and  shall  there  be  no  rest  ? 
Day  ever  day  without  the  night's  repose  ? 
Spirit  is  man,  and  spirit  ever  grows. 

Thou  canst  not  change  the  old  behest. 

And  so  clouds  gather  on  our  way, — 
God  bless  the  clouds,  we  would  not  see  too  far, 
Our  Home  is  Earth,  our  Heaven  no  distant  star. 

Ethereal  soul  is  set  in  clay. 


54  OVERHANGING    CLOUDS 

All  that  we  ask  is  strength  to  last, 
More  Hope,  more  Faith,  that  when  new  work  is  given 
Hearts  may  not  break  that  honestly  have  striven 

Along  the  unalterable  Past. 
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"THE   LORD   IS   MY   LIGHT" 

(  To  a  Friend  on  his  Wedding  Day) 

"  The  Light  of  Life," — His  special  hallowed  name,- 
What  shadow  such  a  Light  must  throw  1 

Shadow  and  substance  verily  the  same, 
God's  Light  revealed  in  life  below. 

Great  Light  of  Life,  our  System's  central  Sun, — 

No  double  shadow  on  our  way. 
No  faint  outline,  no  blur, — in  Essence  One — 

Rise  Thou,  and  night  is  brilliant  Day. 

In  this  great  Light  creative  powers  lie. 

From  Light  shall  Light  be  born  anew, — 

The  sun  his  own  reflection  can  descry 

Even  in  one  small  drop  of  dew. 
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Without  earth's  substance  there  could  be  no  Light, — 

Here  is  the  secret  of  all  human  love, 
Hence  carnal  ties  can  gain  a  spirit-might 

That  links  them  to  the  Home  above. 

Such  is  the  mighty  law,  strange  and  divine, 

Pervading  all  creation  wide, 
Darkness  exists  that  Light  of  Life  may  shine. 

Dark  worlds  become  the  Bridegroom's  Bride. 

One  Light,  one  Substance, — Oneness  to  the  end, 

In  man  and  woman's  perfect  life  ; — 
This  can  be  your  reality,  dear  friend, 

The  husband's  blessing  in  the  wife. 


TO 
J.   S.     AND    F.    S. 

ON  THEIR  GOLDEN   WEDDING   DAY 


THE   GOLD   OF   LIFE 

Pure  living  gold,  that  needs  no  borrowed  ray, 
God's  own  great  glory.  Sun  of  His  full  day, 
The  Lamb  Himself,  the  all-sufificing  Light, 
City  of  radiant  gold  that  has  no  Night. — 

Such  was  the  vision  of  the  inspired  Seer, 
The  Spirit-world,  the  life  that  is  to  be. 

The  Bridal  Home,  the  foretastes  that  appear 
Of  Love  made  perfect  in  Eternity. 

But  ours  the  life  that  is  ; — our  purest  gold 

Shines  with  the  sheen  of  earth,  where  chequered 

shade 

Across  each  path  in  phases  manifold 
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Keeps  interlacing  all  the  fiery  bars  ; 
Love's  own  intrinsic  light, — the  dearest,  best, — 
For  ever  sets  in  some  cloud-gathering  West ; 
Who  but  for  Night  would  know  the  sun  and  stars, 
Or  recognise  the  law,  by  Mercy  made. 

That  in  the  unbroken  ray 

Of  an  eternal  day 
No  hum.an  heart  its  tender  petals  could  unfold  ? 

Such  is  our  gold ; — yet  when  the  day  is  done 

And  all  the  years  in  this  reflected  light 

Are  gone,  let  but  the  broken  bars  unite 

From  dawn  of  early  love  to  set  of  sun, 

Who  then  shall  see  the  great  dividing  line 

Of  Life,  when  moon  and  stars  no  longer  shine  ? — 

Perchance  the  Seer's  eye  may  trace  it  Aere 

As  Bride  and  Bridegroom  reach  their  golden  year. 


ONE    DROP   OF   DEW 


ONE   DROP   OF   DEW 

(in  memoriam) 

A  DEWDROP  fell  from  a  far  cloud-height, 
And  through  long  hours  of  lonely  night 
The  little  orb  with  its  paling  light 

Was  lost  from  view  ; — 
But  earth-mists  soon  withdrew  apace, 
And  the  great  sun  peering  into  space 
Finds  there  his  own  reflected  face, 
And  draws  the  dewdrop  to  its  heaven  above. 

A  soul  possessed  of  heavenly  birth 
Came  down  to  do  its  work  on  earth, — 
What  was  the  end  of  honest  worth 

Who  cared  or  knew  ? 
But  when  life's  hour  of  night  was  run, 
The  Father,  seeing  all  "  Well  done," 
Finds  His  Own  Image  in  His  son. 
And  takes  him  to  Himself  in  fullest  love. 
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IN   MEMORIAM 
H.  A.  H. 

( IFAo  died  just  before  his  illustrated  New  Testament 
was  ptiblished) 

When  Friar  Jerome  ^  left  his  Missal-scroll 

To  answer  to  the  call  of  human  need, 
An  Angel  came  and  painted-in  the  whole, — 
No  time  was  lost  by  that  unselfish  deed. 
And  ever  since  the  "  Book  Beatified  " 
Has  kept  its  Angel-Fame. 

Surely,  in  answer  to  the  call  divine. 

If  thou  hast  left  this  Bible-page,  dear  friend. 
Angels  will  come  and  join  their  love  with  thine 
And  bring  the  blessed  work  to  its  true  end, 
And  thou  shalt  find  thy  talent  sanctified 
By  God's  most  Holy  Name. 

1  An  allusion  to  the  old  story  of  the  "  Beatified  Book"  : — The 

brother  monks  rather  grudged  that  Friar  Jerome  should  be  called 

away  from  illuminating  his  Missal  to  serve  at  the  bedside  of  a  sick 

man :  however,  on  the  Friar's  return  he  found  that  an  angel  had 

finished  the  work  during  his  absence. 
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Work  to  His  glory  is  not  only  ours, 

There  is  no  mine  and  thine  where  all  is  His, 
We  stand  in  touch  with  countless  Spirit-powers, 
And  if  our  soul  can  grasp  the  affinities, 
The  Fiat,  by  such  union  ratified, 

Makes  His  and  ours  the  same. 


ALL   OR   NONE" 


"ALL   OR   NONE" 

Plunge  the  dagger  in  thy  heart, 
Strike  the  iron  in  thy  soul, — 

Why  should  man  have  only  Part 

When  his  God  would  give  the  Whole  ? 

Half  with  joy  is  meagre  measure, 
Weighing  out  the  less  and  more, 

All  with  pain  is  truer  pleasure. 
Let  the  cup  run  brimming  o'er. 

Who  shall  count  the  gain  and  loss  ? 

Live  the  Love  out  to  the  end, 
Hang,  if  need  be,  on  the  cross, 

Lay  thy  life  down  for  thy  friend. 

Such  the  riddle,— easy  guessing, — 

Thou  must  choose  the  All  or  None, 

Who  can  barter  for  his  blessing 

When  conclusions  are  foregone  ? 
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"SWEAT   FOR   FOREHEADS" 

Crack,  rent,  and  crush  of  overwhelming  rock, 

Steam  bursting  into  flood  of  liquid  blaze, 
A  world  vibrating  with  each  thunder-shock, 
Suns  setting  in  a  pall  of  wreckage-haze ; — 
And  is  all  this  rage  and  endless  strife 
The  course  of  the  daily  life  ? 

Fierce  blizzards  leaping  from  the  frozen  floe. 

Waves  mountain-high  that  heed  no  cry  of  "Peace," 
Storms  ocean-wide  of  beating,  blinding  snow, 
Ruin  and  ravening  blast  that  never  cease ; — 
And  is  all  this  wrack  and  wearying  stress 
The  Hand  stretched  out  to  bless  ?    *\ 
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Oh  whirl  and  rush  of  fancied  quiet  hour, 

Oh  wear  and  tear  that  poets  feign  a  dream, 
There  dogs  each  footstep  some  relentless  power 
Confusing  what  we  are  with  what  we  seem ; — 
And  in  all  this  cloud  of  spirit-dust 

Can  we  trace  the  path  of  the  just  ? 

Ay,  the  Mother's  heart  throbs  true, — each  fiery  beat 

Sustains  the  perfect  work  in  perfect  rest, 
Her  royal  Fiat  is,  "  Crown  brows  with  sweat, 
If  thou  wouldst  do  the  Maker's  high  behest. 
Who  stands  in  his  lot  to  the  end  of  days 
Must  walk  in  the  Spirit- ways," 

Learn  then  thy  rights,  thou  child  of  earth 

And  fire, — this  is  the  strength  of  manhood's  claim. 
The  seed  that  gave  the  eternal  spirit  birth 
Lives  on,  according  to  its  ageless  Name ; 

And  the  dust  and  wrack,  and  the  rage  and  strife, 
Are  the  home  of  the  growing  Life. 


TRUE    LIFE 


TRUE   LIFE 

Earth's  elements  must  roar  in  angry  strife 
To  hold  the  fire-flood  that  sustains  her  life ; 
The  strongest  birth  entails  severest  throe, 
And  happiest  spirit-thought  is  drawn  from  woe ; 

Then  how  canst  thou  be  blest 

In  nerveless  rest  ? 

The  spate  that  tears  the  flowery  bank  in  twain 
Turns  stagnancy  to  sweetest  use  again ; 
After  the  storm  the  new  bud  bursts  its  sheath, 
The  blast  that  rends  is  the  inspiring  breath 
That  keeps  thy  soul  alive ; — 

Then  gladly  strive. 
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Knowledge,  half-dreaming,  blunders  in  the  dark. 
Faith  scared  by  our  half-loving  hides  her  spark. 
Greater  the  force  the  more  it  lies  unseen, 
Man's  "is"  and  "  shall  be"  dwarf  the  "what  has  been;" 

If  ageless  time  is  ours, 

Why  doubt  thy  powers  ? 

To-day  a  fuller  life  than  yesterday, 
To-morrow's  angels  closer  throng  the  way, 
A  maze  of  paths,  but  all  converge  in  one. 
Only  in  selfish  hours  thou  art  alone, — 

The  timid  that  are  lost 

See  not  the  host. 

Is  it  the  written  v/ord  that  seems  all  dead, 
A  picture-God  about  thy  path  and  bed  ? — 
At  last  a  living  whisper !  didst  thou  hear  ? 
Step,  touch,  embrace — a  Voice  with  message  clear ! 

Ay,  He  is  present  now ; — 

In  reverence  bow ! 


SEMPER    IDEM 


SEMPER   IDEM 

I 

The  same  dear  Flowers  in  the  same  dear  grove, 
Leaf  and  blossom  ever  true, 
Scent  and  colour  year  by  year 

reappear, 
After  the  long  winter's  frost 

nothing  lost, 
Why  be  looking  for  the  new, 
I  and  You, 
Some  transformation  of  our  simple  love  ? 

II 

The  same  dear  Friendship  in  the  same  dear  home, 
Spirits  whisp'ring  secretly ; 
Why  be  talking  of  the  end, 

faithful  Friend  ? 
Need  it  be  another  birth 

after  Earth  ? 
Can  there  be  a  closer  tie, 

You  and  I  ? 

Who  knows  but  that  the  Perfect  Love  has  come  ? 
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"SOMEBODY   HATH    TOUCHED    ME" 

Deep  down  in  the  dark  abyss  of  rock  and  clay 
Some  little  trickling  runnel  wears  its  way 
With  silent  force  in  solitude  and  gloom, 
Age  after  age,  struggling  for  wider  room, — 
Is  there  a  mystic  power  of  air  and  sky 
That  from  without  sustains  that  energy  ? — 
At  last  it  touches  the  full  stream,  and  finds  the  Sun 
and  Day. 

Or,  it  may  be,  some  eager  anxious  brain 

Feeling  the  God  within — some  nobler  strain — 

With  nought  but  Hope  to  guide  his  course  unseen, 

At  length  emerges  where  some  track  hath  been 

Of  Wisdom's  Infinite,  and  stirr'd  anon 

Perhaps  by  one  faint  footstep,  labours  on 

To  Life's  great  highway, — and  the  dead  heart  lives 

again, 
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Just  so  the  soul,  o'erburden'd  with  the  stress 
And  shackling  cramp  of  its  own  selfishness, 
Wearied  of  groping  in  dark  friendless  ways, 
Welcomes  a  gleam  upon  the  dreary  haze, — 
There  is  a  Light, — a  thrill  of  sympathy, — 
A  Voice, — a  crowd  of  others  passing  by ! — 
"  My  hand  went  forth,"  I  cried,  "  and  touched  Him 
in  the  press." 


See'st  thou  these  oceans  and  eternal  skies 
Of  Light  and  Life,  these  larger  destinies 
So  full  that  man  can  never  reach  the  end  ? 
Feel  on,  put  out  thy  hand,  dear  Friend, 
The  Virtue  has  gone  forth  that  was  to  come, 
Take  it,  'tis  thine,  the  safeguard  of  thy  home. 
And  He  will   never   grudge  the  touch  that  healed 
thine  eyes. 


THE   SECRET 


THE   SECRET 

If  thou  wouldst  know  where  Spirits  meet, 

"  The  secret  is  with  them  that  fear," 
Tread  sanctuaries  with  silent  feet, — 
Each  loving  face 
Of  angel  grace 
Will  greet  thee  as  thou  drawest  near. 

But  shouldst  thou  enter  holy  ground, 

Take  off  thy  shoes  and  bow  thy  head. 
The  fire  that  softly  plays  around 
Can  light  and  warm 
And  cheer  and  charm, 
Or  strike  the  rash  intruder  dead. 
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And  then, — to  find  thine  own  true  friend, — 

Strip  off  each  rag  of  vain  pretence, 
Smiles  and  fair  words  no  credence  lend  ; 
Two  claims  be  thine, — 
Either  divine, 
God's  own, — Respect  and  Reverence. 

This  stamps  the  caste  : — some  shock  may  part 

The  little  earth  on  which  we  tread, 
Some  sudden  tremor  shake  the  heart, — 
But  raise  thine  eyes 
To  canopies 
Of  bluest  heaven  overhead  ! 

Then  wait, — the  secret  is  at  hand  ! 
The  Life-bud  opens  in  this  Sun, 
Blossom  and  Fruit, — a  Promised  Land, 
Where  all  is  new. 
Where  man  is  true, — 
Old  Friendship  only  just  begun. 


ALL  CREATION   TRAVAILING 
TOGETHER" 


"ALL  CREATION   TRAVAILING 
TOGETHER" 

SUNSHINE  ALONG   THE  SEASHORE 

Common  sight  and  common  sound, 

Breaking  in  on  eye  and  ear 
Nearer,  nearer, — who  can  tell 
What  secret  charm  and  magic  spell, 

As  the  Spirit's  step  draws  near, 

Is  working  on  this  trodden  ground  ? 

Nothing  but  the  air  and  sky, 
Cloud  that  trails  upon  the  earth. 

Wave  on  wave  they  come  and  go 

Till  the  Ocean  overflow 
In  light  and  shade  of  strangest  birth 
And  colours  of  deep  mystery. 
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Just  the  heather  furze  and  ling, 
Common  floor  of  autumn  days, 

Birds  that  haunt  the  rocky  shore, 

Seen  a  thousand  times  before. 
Shoot  like  sunbeams  through  the  haze 
Of  purple  with  their  silver  wing. 

Myriad  eyes  through  wreathing  mist 
Peer  and  gleam  within,  without. 

Each  dull  vapour  takes  the  form 

Of  angel  warding  off  the  storm, 
Stretching  ghostly  arms  about 
Till  every  brow  is  gently  kist. 

Down  amid  the  duller  throng, 
Watch  the  quickening  Spirit  grow, 

Bringing  to  the  birth  anew 

Joys  as  strange  as  they  are  true. 
Nature's  riper,  richer  throe 
Travailing  through  the  ages  long. 
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Sympathy  at  large  exprest, 

Nerving  man  in  weaker  hour, 
Lifting  up  his  soul  above, 
Breathing  in  some  truer  love, 

Strengthening  every  hope  and  power 

Till  the  better  life  is  best. 

Love-rays  quickening  sea  and  shore, 
World  of  beauty  and  of  grace, — 
As  I  ramble  here  alone, 
May  the  thousand  hearts  be  one. 
See  the  Spirit  face  to  face. 
And  love  their  simple  life  the  more. 

Man's  no  unit  left  to  stray 
On  desert  beach  by  lonely  sea, 
The  Self  of  one  devoted  soul 
Is  deaf  and  dumb,  unless  the  whole, 
Travailing  in  closer  sympathy. 
Bear  the  full  burden  of  the  day. 


A   LIFE'S   END   LESSON   AT   THE 
LAND'S   END 


A   LIFE'S   END   LESSON   AT   THE 
LAND'S   END 

Rock  piled  on  rock,  in  giant  fortress  form, 
Bastion  and  buttress,  founded  in  the  deep, 
Tower  and  castle-hold  and  Ocean-keep, 
Mocking  the  onset  of  the  gale  and  storm, 
All  age  and  alter  here 
Year  after  year. 

Shrill  crash  of  breaker  plunging  in  the  cave, 
The  soughing  wind,  waves  grinding  on  the  shore, 
Weird  wail  and  scream  of  bird,  set  evermore 
In  fuller  diapason  stern  and  grave. 
Make  ceaseless  music  here 
Year  after  year. 
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Billow  on  billow  stretching  to  the  west, 
Blue  sea,  blue  sky,  till  both  unite  in  one 
Great   ebb   and    flow   around   Earth's   corner- 
stone. 
The  same  low  sobbing  sigh, — without  a  rest ; 
Go  watch  the  heaving  bosom  of  the  deep, 
Age  has  no  claim,  no  hold  on  dream  or  sleep. 
All  must  awaken  here 
Year  after  year. 


And  yet  throughout  this  limitless  expanse 
Order  and  Beauty  hold  eternal  sway, 
The  gentle  seamew  poises  in  the  bay, 
A  myriad  insect  wings  in  measured  dance, 
A  myriad  blossoms  in  sweet  sanctuary. 
Rock,  wave,  and  breeze  attune  their  symphony 
In  humbler  reverence  here 
Year  after  year. 
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Know  then  the  law  of  life,  its  end,  its  rest, 
Fulfil  thyself,  drink  in  the  newer  power, 
The  Spirit-cup,  the  golden-wedding  dower. 
Then  shall  the  last  wine  at  the  Feast  be  best. 
Thus  shalt  thou  serve  on  here 
Year  after  year. 


THE  VALE   OF  BOSSINEY,   TINTAGIL 


THE   VALE   OF   BOSSINEY,   TINTAGIL 

Wild  Eden,  dropt  amid  the  silent  hills, 
Guarded  by  beetling  crags  and  angry  sea, 

In  the  unbroken  hush  Love's  Presence  fills 
The  little  vale  with  solemn  majesty. 

Strange  mingled  scene,  where  Nature's  fitful  powers, 
With  charm  of  light  and  shade  fantastic  play, 

Still  pool  and  purling  rill  and  varied  flowers, 
Strewn  with  upheavals  of  a  bygone  day. 

The  sunbeams  in  the  shallows  lie  and  dream, 

Each  chequer'd  ray,  with  flash  of  wing  and  bloom, 

Makes  mimic  rainbows  in  the  limpid  stream, 
Without  a  passing  cloud  to  cast  a  gloom. 
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Wild  clematis  and  nightshade  intertwine 

Long  trailing  arms  to  reach  the  babbling  bed, 

The  russet  bracken  and  ripe  eglantine 

Blush  crimson  from  their  bowers  overhead. 

Then  sterner  moods  of  beauty  meet  our  eyes, 
Boulder  and  scaur  and  plunging  waterfall, 

Channels  deep-cut,  and  giant  rocks  that  rise 
Arching  the  Ocean-gate  with  sombre  pall. 

At  length  the  open  Sea  ! — a  blaze  of  Light ! 

In  gold  and  azure  flood  of  foam  and  spray, 
The  midday  Sun  strides  forth  in  giant  might, 

Flashing  his  fiery  sword  across  the  bay. 


Grandeur  and  Beauty,  Might  and  Gentleness, — 
Spirits  of  Earth  and  Air  that  breathe  around, 

Man  finds  an  Eden  in  this  wilderness. 

And  meets  his  God  upon  the  common  ground. 


TH  E    FRESHET 


THE   FRESHET 

DOWN   THE   BOSSINEY  VALE 

Down  to  the  sea,  down  to  the  sea, 
And  the  old  wheel  runs  so  merrily, — 

On  the  flowers  a  brighter  hue. 

On  the  stream  a  deeper  blue, — 
A  whiter  star  on  the  dipper's  breast, 
And  a  golden  sun  on  the  fire-wren's  crest ; 

Oh  the  freshet  of  yesternight 

Is  dancing  in  ripples  of  light 
Merrily,  merrily. 

Down  to  the  sea,  down  to  the  sea, — 
But  the  tide  comes  up  so  angrily, 
With  a  thunder-note  on  the  shore 
From  the  billow's  maddening  roar. 


THE   FRESHET  103 

A  swirl  of  foam  and  a  sheet  of  spray 

As  the  cloud  swoops  down  on  the  bay ; 

Oh  the  freshet  will  die  in  the  fight, 

When  the  sea  puts  forth  its  might 

Angrily,  angrily. 

One  with  the  sea,  one  with  the  sea, 
Merged  in  the  vast  Infinity  ! 
The  waters  raged  but  they  all  were  one. 
Circling  round  through  Storm  and  Sun, 
And  the  waves  that  roar  are  the  rills  that  kiss 
Down  in  the  bed  of  the  great  abyss  ; 
Not  a  link  to  be  dropped  in  the  mighty  chain, 
Down  to  the  sea,  to  rise  again. 
Only  a  change  from  depth  to  height ; 
Oh  read  the  riddle  of  Life  aright. 
Verily,  Verily. 


A   CORNISH    CROSS 


A    CORNISH    CROSS 

A   LITTLE   CHILD   SEATED   BY   IT 

A  CROSS,  rough-set,  a  simple  granite  stone, 
Out  on  the  moorland,  bleak  and  wild. 

Amid  the  gorse  and  heather  stood  alone 
Save  for  a  solitary  child. 

On  it  a  Christ  girt  in  loose  tunic  fold. 
With  head  erect  and  outstretched  hand, 

Such  the  Faith-symbol  of  those  saints  of  old 
Along  the  highways  of  their  land. 

They  lacked  the  painter's  touch,  the  sculptor's 
mind. 

The  impulse  of  emotioned  Art, 
Music  and  song  sufficed  it  then  to  find 

In  their  stern  unimpassioned  heart. 

io6 


A   CORNISH   CROSS  107 

If  waves  rose  high,  and  winds  swept  strong  and 
wide, 

The  Lord  was  on  the  sea  and  moor, 
To  them  the  "  Jesus-Secret "  ^  was,  He  died 

For  fishermen,  the  needy  poor. 

Love  was  to  suffer, — such  their  simple  creed. 

The  Cross  their  law  of  daily  life. 
Theology  the  Man  and  His  great  Deed, 

And  Love  the  agony  and  strife. 

And  still  there  stands  this  weather-beaten  cross 
Out  in  the  heather  on  the  wild, — 

Our  faith  in  that  rough-hewing  feels  no  loss. 
And  needs  no  settincr  but  a  child. 


1  In  Cornwall,  "the  Jesus-secret"  is  a  familiar  synonym  for  the 
Cross. 
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Old  spirit  of  the  ageless  stone, 

Grim  ruin  of  the  mighty  King, 
A  myriad  storms  have  wrecked  thy  throne. 

And  yet  ten  myriad  memories  cling ; 
No  battlement,  no  keep  or  hold, 

All  hid  in  a  mysterious  Past, 
No  records  of  that  reign  of  old, 

But  still  its  Power  and  Presence  last. 

Ay,  'mid  the  ruin-rents  and  flowers, 
The  lichened  haze  of  blue  and  grey, 

The  colour-mists  of  gorse  and  ling. 
What  wonder  if  old  legends  say 
There  hovers  still  at  evening  hours 

The  spirit  of  the  "blameless  King"? 
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E'en  thus  with  wear  of  every  day 
Man's  mighty  building  falls  away 

In  which  his  higher  life  survives, — 

Tho'  grace  and  form  are  scarped  by  time, 
True  Beauty,  never  past  its  prime. 
Like  the  old  legendary  Ghost 
That  haunts  Tintagil's  rocky  coast, 

Charms  still  the  eventide  of  age'd  lives. 
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{Sunday  morning,  September  15.     A  dead  calm:  the  Organ 
playing  the  Dead  March  for  President  McKinley's  death) 

A  SILENT  Heaven,  and  a  silent  Sea, — 
The  lonely  church  upon  the  silent  hill, — 

No  gale  to  shake  the  Beacon-Sanctuary, 

All  Nature  bows, — "Earth  trembles  and  is  still." 

The  sails  are  lifeless  in  the  dreamy  air, 

The  wide  wide  blue  lies  like  an  ocean  dead. 

And  on  the  graves,  that  tempests  rend  and  tear. 
Each  little  harebell  hangs  its  quiet  head. 

Out  on  the  desert  rock  we  stand  alone, 

Listening  the  funeral  dirge,  severe  and  low, 

Column  and  roof  and  aged  altar-stone 

Vibrating  with  a  Sister  Nation's  woe. 
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The  great  man  gone, — that  is  our  grief  to-day, 
A  mad  assassin's  hand  has  worked  its  will ; 

Ay,  when  God  moves  in  such  mysterious  way 
The  depths  are  dumb,  the  very  earth  is  still. 

"  His  footsteps  are  not  known," — bend  low  the  knee 
Here  on  this  rock  above  the  eternal  wave, 

Perchance  it  is  Ifi's  Peace  upon  the  sea, 

His  word  of  "  Peace  be  still "  that  comes  to  save. 

Amid  the  storms  that  shake  a  troubled  land, 
Amid  the  wicked  deeds  that  never  cease. 

Faith  can  descry  that  Presence  still  at  hand 
And  trust  the  promise  that  ensures  the  peace. 

And  so  he  whispered,  as  life  ebbed  away, 
"Nearer  my  God  to  Thee,  nearer  to  Thee." 

His  feet  were  on  the  Rock  that  dying  day. 
And  some  great  calm  fell  on  the  angry  sea. 


KYNANCE    COVE 


KYNANCE   COVE 

ON   A   BRIGHT   SUMMER   DAY 

Dark  giant  walls  of  purple  sombre  hue, 

Towers  and  archways  by  some  Titan  spanned  ; 

Waves  breaking  into  lustrous  green  and  blue, 
Grey  amber  cliffs,  and  floor  of  golden  sand, — 

A  sea-god's  temple,  awe-inspiring  shrine. 

To  teach  man  instincts  of  his  power  divine. 

Enter, — each  footstep  moves  with  silent  tread, 
The  majesty  o'ermasters  idle  word, — 

Still  Sanctuary,  a  heaven  overhead 

Open  to  throb  of  wave  and  wail  of  bird, — 

Holy  of  Holies,  consecrate,  sublime, 

With  marbles  jewell'd  by  an  ageless  Time. 
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We  bow,  as  votaries, — each  sober  mind 
Awaits  the  Oracle, — "  Cast  Self  away, 

A  new-created  world  thus  shalt  thou  find 
At  thy  own  feet,  in  light  of  common  day ; 

Grandeur  and  silence  form  one  godlike  grace, 

Go  forth,  and  breathe  the  Spirit  of  this  place." 


"LOOK   ON    THIS  PICTURE   AND 
ON    THAT" 


"LOOK   ON    THIS   PICTURE   AND 
ON    THAT" 

(I.  By  Albert  Durer.     II.  By  Holman  Hunt) 

I 

The  man  bends  low  and  stubs  a  fallen  tree, 

All  lifeless,  root  and  bough  and  leaf, — 
The  woman,  with  her  child  upon  her  knee, 

Distracted  spins  in  abject  grief, — 
And  Death  insatiate,  hurrying  to  and  fro, 
Fills  the  whole  foreground  with  dark  gloom  and  woe  ;— 
Death,  Toil,  Worry  and  Wear, 
No  chance  for  Life  to  enter  there ; — 
'*  Dead  works  " — a  prison  bondage,  fetter  and  chain. 
One  only  hope, — that  peace  may  follow  pain. 
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II 

A  young  Child  listening  to  life's  duty-call, 

His  work  has  left  no  weary  trace, — 
A  Virgin  spins  and  sings, — and  over  all 
There  shines  a  Father's  radiant  face. 
Life  everywhere, — unclouded  midday  sun, — 
No  sighing  over  tasks  that  lie  undone ; — 
Life,  Work,  freedom  from  Care, 
No  chance  for  Death  to  enter  there ; — 
Life-giving  home,  dear  scene  of  labour  blest ; — 
One  endless  joy, — that  happy  work  is  rest. 
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How  lonely  we  are  !  lonely  we  are, 
Only  we,  only  we, 

Up  and  do,  up  and  do ; 
Oh  so  sweet.  Oh  so  sweet ! 

And  so  few,  so  few 

Can  do,  can  do. 
Only  we,  only  we. 

Only  a  pair,  only  a  pair ! 

Up  in  the  tree,  up  in  the  tree, 
I  and  you,  I  and  you, 

Fellow  sweet,  fellow  sweet, 

And  so  true,  so  true, 

I  and  you,  I  and  you. 

Up  in  the  tree,  in  the  tree. 
126 


THE    BLACKBIRD'S   SONG  127 

Darby  and  Joan,  Darby  and  Joan 
Come  and  see,  come  and  see. 

Just  the  two,  just  the  two. 
When  we  meet,  when  we  meet, 

In  the  yew,  in  the  yew, 

We  two,  we  two, 
Hearts  beat,  hearts  beat 

So  true,  so  true  ; 
Come  and  see,  come  and  see. 
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GOOD-BYE   TO   HALLIWICK 

August  24,  1901 
"  The  Spirit  ever  groivs  " 

Adieu  old  Home,  Adieu,  no  longer  here 
We  wait  to  see  an  end, — the  Past  is  gone, 

But  human  Spirit  grows  with  change  of  sphere, 
And  Self  dethroned  is  Life's  next  stepping-stone. 

Not  that  we  would  forget  the  ties  of  love 

Where  heart  beats  true  to  heart  and  soul  to  soul, 

They  bind  for  ever,  but  each  life  must  move 
Less  fettered  under  Friendship's  strong  control. 

Good  days,  and  better,  afterwards  the  best, — 
There  is  no  limit  set,  no  measured  span, — 

"  Give  him  new  spirit-power,"  such  the  rest 
From  labour  granted  to  immortal  man. 
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Claim,  child  of  God,  thy  birthright  heritage, 
Suns  never  set  except  to  earthly  eyes. 

The  Spirit  breathes  creative  on  each  age, 
And  thus  the  living  daylight  never  dies. 

Move  on  with  larger  hope  and  fuller  mind, 
Cheer'd  by  the  blessed  doings  of  the  Past, 

Love  on  until  thy  heart  some  day  shall  find 
All  Ends  are  but  Beginnings  at  the  last. 
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"COME   UNTO   ME   AND   REST" 

A   NEW   year's   eve  WISH 

Thine — this  world  of  Mercy's  light, — 

Thine — a  blest  Humanity, 
Thine — this  wide  extending  Sight ! 

And  hast  thou  nothing  here  to  see  ? 

Is  it  the  glare  that  is  too  bright, 

From  vistas  of  Infinity  ? 
Is  it  the  Eternal  One, — the  Might 

Of  overwhelming  Majesty  ? 

Or  is  it  Self  that  makes  its  deed 
The  gauge  of  the  Almighty's  Love, 

That  mouths  its  shibboleth  and  creed 
As  if  it  were  the  Voice  above  ? 


''COME    UNTO   ME   AND    REST"  i-,5 

Then  let  thine  ear  adjust  the  eye, — 

And  hearken,  if  thou  wouldst  be  blest,— 

Surely  with  this  thou  canst  comply, 
"Come  unto  Me  and  be  at  rest." 


"  Come  unto  Me,"  and  at  my  feet 
Lie  still  and  wait  the  further  call ; — 

The  Love  that  wills  our  Spirits  meet 
Reveals  the  Vision  all  in  all. 

Such  is  the  assurance  of  our  Faith, — 

What  matters  then  what  we  call  "  death  "  ? 

Enough  for  me,  "  The  Saviour  saith," — 
And  oh  !  how  close  He  breathes  the  breath  ! 

Shall  Sigiit  and  Love  suffice  the  brain  ? 

Only  a  Vision  for  men's  minds  ? 
Shall  Rest  be  counted  a  full  gain 

That  "one-in-God's-own-ima[re"  finds? 
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Ay  verily, — Sight,  Love  and  Rest ! — 
Relax,  vain  sage,  thy  furrowed  brow. 

These  are  no  after-death  bequest. 

They  make  Christ's  Presence  with  us  now. 

God  bless  thee  then,  my  brother  dear. 
Thine  is  the  Day  that  has  no  Night ! 

Live  on  through  this  new  coming  Year 
In  closer  Love,  in  fuller  Light. 


Great  Yeldham  Rectory, 
TVew  Year's  Eve. 
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"WE   ARE   GREATER   THAN   WE 
KNOW" 

A  THOUGHT  ON  A  VERY  YOUNG  CHILD  OF  GENIUS 

We  only  say  "  The  Spirit  blows," — 
And  whence  it  comes  and  whither  goes 

We  heed  not, — or  the  How  and  Why ; — 
Some  fitful  gleam,  some  flash  of  light. 
Breaks  through  the  darkest  cloud  of  night 

And  leaves  us  dazed  in  mystery. 

Ay,  "  we  are  greater  than  we  know," 
The  Heavens  drop  down  at  times  so  low 

And  open  out  a  fiery  rift, — 
Some  Child-heart  grasps  the  influence, 
A  mother  bows  in  reverence. 

And  Angel-hands  present  their  gift. 
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Here  on  the  rugged  road  of  earth, 
By  hap,  we  say, — ^by  chance  of  birth, 

A  Power, — a  help  divine, — is  given, 
The  Child  just  frolics,  laughs  and  cries, 
The  Mother  in  her  chamber  sighs 

"Oh,  may  it  draw  him  up  to  Heaven  ! " 

Thus  Child  and  Mother,  day  by  day, 
'Mid  gleam  and  shadow  feel  their  way. 

Holding  the  thread  of  destiny, — 
Who  knows  how  each  may  stay  the  other, 
Why  should  the  Boy  not  lead  the  Mother 

Up  the  great  altar-steps  on  high  ? 


THE   SPHINX   AND   THE   MADONNA 

"I  think  there  might  be  a  comparison  drawn  be- 
tween the  Sphinx  and  the  Dresden  Madonna,  as  the 
highest  art  expressions  of  the  two  great  religions, 
the  East  and  the  West, — Fatalism  and  Providence, — 
for  that  they  seem  to  mean." — Philip  Broofis'  Life, 
vol.  i.  p.  569. 


THE   SPHINX   AND   THE   MADONNA 
I 

Riddle  of  life — in  thy  eternal  stone 

Emotionless,  in  majesty  alone, — 

Blind  to  the  world,  self-centred  in  thine  own ; 

Thy  realm,  strange  Sibyl-Queen,  the  barren  sand. 

Thy  sympathies  as  lifeless  as  thy  land ; 

Too  vast  to  hate,  too  limitless  to  love, 

Infinity  that  fails  to  reach  above  ; 

No  light,  no  line,  no  shadow  on  thy  face, 

No  smile,  no  frown,  no  earthly  Spirit-trace  \ 

Insensate  of  all  rest  and  weariness, 

No  human  sin,  no  human  saintliness 

Can  come  within  thy  ken ; 

Why  care  for  restless  men 

Who  crawl  and  cry  and  change  and  then  are  gone  ? 
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I  listen'd  for  a  Voice, — and  there  was  none 
Except  some  whisper'd  sigh,  heartless  and  vain, — 
"  Life  phantom, — shadow, — puzzle  of  the  brain, 
Why  spill  thy  blood  along  life's  rugged  way  ? 
Eat,  drink,  and  be  the  creature  of  a  day ; 
And  if  thy  mortal  fancy  over-wrought 
Wills  to  itself  a  soul  of  living  thought. 
Be  it  like  mine,  set  in  eternal  stone. 
Content  in  dumb  bewilderment,  alone, 
Worshipp'd  by  countless  hosts,  if  loved  by  none." 


Nature  divine,  clear  Light  from  Heaven  above, 
Wisdom  and  Power,  that  draw  man's  truest  Love 
Into  unfathomed  depths,  where  Thy  pure  eyes 
Unfold  to  him  a  thousand  mysteries ; 
No  mocking  Spirit, — sent  to  cheer  and  bless 
And  soften  with  a  Mother's  tenderness 
Hard  hearts,  that  feeling  out  for  sympathy 
At  length  have  grasped  it  in  the  human  tie ; 


144         THE   SPHINX  AND    THE   MADONNA 

Faith  falling  down  in  reverence  can  find 

In  thee  the  ideals  of  ecstatic  mind, 

Reason  and  Hope  can  save  when  Thou  art  near, 

And  Love  reads  secrets  in  his  holy  fear ; — 

Woman,  pure  maiden  Thou, 

Clasping  the  Infant  Blest 

To  Thine  own  human  breast, 

To  Thee  we  lowly  bow. 
Thou  claim'st  no  worship,  only  sacred  Love, 
The  love  of  saintly  Motherhood  above. 

I  listen'd, — and  there  came  a  Voice  divine, 

"  All  Self  is  lost  in  Human  Deity, 

Life  is  no  riddle,  Life  is  Light 

And  Truth  and  Love,  Man's  godlike  Might, 

If  thou  would'st  know  the  great  Infinity 
Worship  this  Child,  our  God,  both  thine  and  Mine." 
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THE   CHRISTMAS   HOPE   OF  THE 
NEW  CENTURY 

"  By  Hope  we  are  saved" 

Hail,  Orient-Star  !  that  risest  at  dark  hour 
With  saving  influence,  when  all  human  power 

Would  fain  decline, — 
To-day  thou  reachest  to  thy  zenith-height. 
And  Christmas  souls  are  revelling  in  the  light 

Of  Life  Divine. 

No  tarrying  longer  in  December  days, 

Our  feet  are  wings,  our  hearts  a  Spirit-blaze, — 

Each  idler  speeds 

Over  horizons, — past  the  setting  sun, — 

Each  thought  takes  solid  shape,  each  will  is  done, 

And  dreams  are  deeds. 
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Bury  the  Past  in  yon  deep  shroud  of  night, 
All  Futures  lie  along  this  track  of  Light ; 

Canst  thou  not  see 
Year  following  year,  a  stream  of  radiant  bliss 
Bright  with  effulgent  Hope,  forestalling  this 

New  Century  ? 

Break  off  the  weft,  ye  Fateful  Deities, 

Spin  out  new  thread, — strange  human  destinies 

Are  at  their  birth, 
A  hundred  years  of  life  come  round  again. 
And  men  as  Gods,  giants  in  soul  and  brain, 

Shall  walk  the  earth. 

Who  knows  the  "  may-be  "  of  these  heirs  that  come. 
The  life  and  power  of  each  Christmas-Home 

That  centres  here  ? 
Saints  all  and  Heroes  round  their  Mother's  knee, 
Angels  and  Men  that  in  each  family 

Make  common  cheer. 
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Shine  on  Thou  Day-Star  in  our  winter  sky, 
Life-giving  Hope  of  this  new  Century  ! 

We  own  thy  sway, — 
Without  thy  Presence  all  the  heavenly  host 
Were  dumb,  and  Christ  Himself  would  e'en  be  lost 

From  Christmas-Day. 
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HUMANITY 


A    CHRISTMAS   THOUGHT 


Ocean,  air  and  clouds,  all  bathed  in  lustrous  light, 
Moors  of  gold  and  purple  fading  out  of  sight, 

Soft  breeze,  waves  cresting  on  the  shore,— 
Can  inspiration  ask  for  more  ? 

Ay, — let  a  human  home  be  here, 
And  signs  of  human  work  be  nigh. 

If  man  would  see  the  vision  clear 
He  needs  his  whole  humanity. 


HUMANITY  151 

II 

City  of  God,  the  Heaven,  where  there  is  no  night, 
Streets  of  gold  and  jewels,  gates  of  pearly  light, 
Life's  crystal-streams  that  ever  pour, — 
Can  Faith  ecstatic  rise  to  more  ? 

Ay, — let  our  human  love  be  there, 

Some  memory  of  mortality, 
This  would  I  whisper  in  my  prayer 

"  Unbroken  be  my  earthly  tie." 


Scheme  of  vast  Redemption,  Rule  of  dauntless  Might, 
Voice  of  Thunder  peaHng  from  some  dizzy  Height, 

Lav/s  writ  in  stone,  of  mystic  lore, — 

Can  Deity  lay  claim  to  more  ? 

Ay, — let  a  Child  be  born  on  Earth, 

In  lowly  manger  let  Him  lie. 
Proclaiming  by  His  human  birth 

That  souls  incarnate  shall  not  die. 
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"THE   WORD   MADE   FLESH" 

An  Infant  with  the  common  smiles  and  cries 
And  fitful  passion  of  a  human  Love, — 

Man  asks  with  knitted  brow  and  half-closed  eyes 
"  Is  this  the  God  come  from  His  height  above  ?  " 

Life  passing  like  a  sun-ray  o'er  the  sea, 
Falling  like  dew  beneath  a  cloudless  sky, 

A  shadow-Form,  withdrawing  silently, — 

Is  this  the  Substance  of  God's  Presence  nigh  ? 

Is  there  no  bush  to  burst  with  sudden  blaze  ? 

No  mountain  masses  to  be  rent  in  twain  ? 
No  wings  of  wind  upon  our  beaten  ways  ? 

No  fiery  chariot  on  our  level  plain  ? 
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Nay, — God  with  man  hath  ever  been  so  near 
That  their  two  Natures  simply  join  in  one, 

And  God  in  man  reveals  Himself  so  clear 
That  very  Man  is  very  God's  own  Son. 

Child,  boy,  and  man,  like  Him  from  age  to  age 
In  strength  and  wisdom  can  divinely  grow ; 

Read  then  "the  Word,"  writ  large  on  Nature's  page, 
"  Made  Flesh," — He  lives  in  every  Christmas  now. 

Know  Him, — His  Person — not  what  sages  say 
Of  sleight  of  doctrine,  shibboleth  and  creed, 

Know  Him, — The  Man, — who  walks  along  thy  way, 
Himself  the  Food  to  stay  thy  daily  need. 

No  dream,  no  trance,  no  vision  in  suspense, — 

A  Hand  put  forth  hath  touched  and  healed  thy  sight ; 

Truth  must  surrender  all  to  human  sense 

When  "  eyes  within  "  give  Faith  her  living  light. 

Betchworth,  Christmas  1901. 
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recommend  the  book  to  every  thoughtful  reader." 

The  Glasgow  Herald  says:— 

"  These  pieces  are  well  calculated  to  keep  alive  the 
patriotic  spirit  in  youthful  hearts." 
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